VERSAILLES SINCE 1789.                295

repentance; the kind Marie Leczinska; and Madame
Louise of France, the austere Carmelite; and the two
martyrs, Marie Antoinette and Madame Elisabeth.
I seemed to taar voices from beyond the grave join-
ing in the litanies.

The procession made its way into the royal chapel,
the dome of which, at the side of the palace, is like a
catafalque, and where there still lingered the echoes
of a sublime voice, the voice of Massillon. Then the
faithful entoned the Miserere, a song as deep as the
ocean, as great as grief; the song of lamentation, of
humility to God. I said to myself: " This hymn of
penitence must rise to Heaven! Have mercy upon
me, 0 God! according to thy loving kindness. Mis-
erere mei, Deus, secundum magnam misericordiam
tuam. . , . Make me to hear joy and gladness,
that the bones which thou hast broken may rejoice:
Auditui meo ddbis gaudium et Icetitiam, et exultabunt
ossa humiliata. ..." And I raised my heart towards
Him of whom Bossuet says, " To Him alone belong
glory, majesty, and freedom; the only one who glories
in making laws for kings, and in giving them when
he pleases great and terrible lessons." Ah! I said
to myself, the true end of a study on Versailles is
this religious ceremony in the chapel where kings
used to kneel. After the crime, reparation; after
the pomp of pride, humble repentance; after the
wanton favorites, the modest daughter of Saint Vin-
cent de Paul. All France appeared to me like a pen-
Jtent. No! all these trials and sacrifices were not